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nvusmiUtHl, as if that thin west edge of the smal
Ihena were hugely pregnant with a depth called
i square?; are the threshold to the old upper town,
.owermtf yet reserved; ancient streets with balconies of
U:|mM\nuj^ln iron, sudden vistas of sea and green flaming hills,
I he i-hmrhes are, eareful with pyramid towers, carved pediments
;hc;iv fantasyK and a discreet baroque far soberer than Portugal's
rstih HMtiwlinn. The very curve of the streets has meaning un-
gwr&sod in our America and Europe.
< )u th<>( Pr;u;a IVlourinho, stood a pillory for slaves. The square
i^ jjavnl in rou^h cobl,)les. From it and into it, lead streets in all
directions, ami at every level, crowded and fertile with houses of
every colour, tiny warm shops and stalls* They are bastioned by
rhurchex ; and on the horizons, church towers with blue tile mirror
the heavens upon the swaying city. In the humblest streets, sudden
uumsiousi thai have lost their wealth, not their nobility. Like the
wholly tiled u house of the seven murders" ; the corridors and patio
all blue (t^ultjos, the well (where a slavey draws water) a miracle of
j^racelnt iron; and every room, now crowded with the poor, has
iron grilles and slender doors. From a balcony we look down and
tar out over the sea. Within the counterpoint of streets, churches,
tiered and terraced houses, voices, grass in the paving stones, mules
with huge wicker aide baskets, there is immobility and silence. It
Is the4 Forest * . . it is the Negro.
The town is ninety per cent coloured. There are few pure whites,
few pure Africans, no pure Indians. And this "mongrel" city5 as
I he, Aryanists would call it, has a clarity, a grace, an integrity, whose
equal I have never seen, unless it was in some of the old towns of
Spain, This wholeness of Bahia is less dynamic, less explosive. A
peneveriug world, A forest grove,
We drive to a suburb. In all directions, under the hills and on
tlieir breasts, dwell the folk. Here live the sumptuous bahianas, whom
you see. w the cent nil streets, carrying great baskets on their heads,
aud iu the rhythm of their bodies a deep peace that is^ wisdom.
They are dark women, in their vestimenta bakiana: a full skirt or saia
of many colours, ballooned by a starched white underskirt; a long
while blouse trimmed with lace and short sleeves so loose that one
of tluw bums tint brown shoulder; the bound turban ready for the
load; open sandals or naked feet; and the profusion of necklaces
and bracelets making a brave music, as they pass, of corals, tur-
uuoise ivory fetishes," silver and sea shells. They are women whose
slow, HulwUnlkil gait seems to have the tempo, the strength, the
sure tiratmy of Bnv/,il within it.
We walk down an alley of'dobe houses; beyond a ravrne, the open
country moves into a dance of hills and valleys. We enter a house
where the folk have turned a room into a toy stage. Between